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This issue of t he La"le m i s smaller than the last ; t here wer e
fewer worthy contributi ons. We know that you can do more , bett er. We
al so know that you damned we ll won't. We hope, however, that you will
continue , or start , writing f or us . It' s fun.
If you will per mit us t o make some pr onounceme nts: it is better
to write well than to write Truth; if you must write Truth poor ly, d o it in
prose. Few poems conv ince us of anything , but many strike us as beautiful. If you must write Truth in prose , d o " 0 1 do it poor ly. C onsid er the
number of scie ntific journals t hat are crammed with Truth, but which have
no ascertai nabl e literary merit whatsoever. Think before , during, and aft er wr iting . Kee p your e moti ons under contr ol. Good wr iting is emotive,
but contr olled ; poor writing i s emotive. Make it be truthful, make it be
emotional, make it be conversational, if you wish . But above all , make
it be good.
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A

Deadly Diatribe on
Daydreaming
- } Obl1 Cowell

ollege freshman Aloysius P. F'rumpsy sat at his desk, flunking bus -

C ilY

away.

The textbook was open his roommate had gone home for
I

the week -end , and the dormitory was silent, but the text made little im-

pression on his mind.

"Jeez, " thought Aloysius , "I haven't got a chance with semeste r
exams just a week away,

Man , if only some of my wishes would come

true, the n I'd s how 'em."
Now, Aloysius had a little hobby; he liked to collect and read
books on witchc raft, and he got up fr om his chair, taking his latest ac Quisition, a rotti ng, leather-bound manuscript which a thoughtful relative ,
a spurious te rmite exterminator had discovered in the attic of a house at
Salem, Massachusetts. The nearly illegible script on the cover proc la imed: All Begy"er's Fyrsl B oc ill ye Art of Necromoncie. Wytchkraft
1-2, Profeysor John Proctor. Aloysius lay down on his bed , and began
perusing the parchment pages of the book. Yawning, he leafed through
I

the various chapte rs:

"'L ove Philtres"

I

"Unholy Communion", "'Exhuming

the Dead", "The Black Mass for Fun and Pr ofit", "The Cab ala , Made
Easy", "The Relative Merits of Zombies and Golems" , "Br oomstick Aerodynamics". "'Th e Care and Feeding of Vampi re Bats", and "Your Wish is
My Command". Suddenly F'rumpsy became greatly excited, l eaped to his
feet, and grabbed a piece of chalk which he used to print witticisms on
his fell ow freshmen'S doors. With open manuscript in one hand, and chalk
in the other, he bent down on the floor, carefu lly transcr ibing a wood block illustration of an inverted pentagram enclosing mystiC symbol s.
This completed , he c huck l ed, discarded the chalk, and began intoning,
falsetto, a l engthy Latin incantation . Th en he stood up expectant ly,
waited, shru gged his shoulder s, and went back to his desk.
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Iter AniIllae
-Harr y L. Se rio

i s subjects ca lled him Sa va Sa w iter and he deser ved his name. Sava
had come t o the throne of Montenegr o by wading thr ough the blood of
thirty -s ix member s of the r oy al family . One by one he removed the heir s
of Danili o's kingdom until he alone r emained.

H

From the day of his cor onati on his subjects gr oa ned under the
heavy burd ens he placed upon them. His chamber s of tort ur e echoed with
the cri es of his victims . The corrid ors of his palace-for tr ess heard the
nightly scr eams of the raptae p"el/ae , the you ng gi rls me rcilessly dragged
from their homes . Saev il er, th e barbarous-that is what they called him;
that is what he was.
But that was thirty years ag o. In thirty years Sava aged threehundred years. Since the reg num oc cupare , he had suppressed f ourtee n
r evolutions , executed over twelv e-hundred rebe l s, escaped twenty- nine
assassination attempts, rai sed taxe s innu mme ra ble tim es, and engaged in
f our wars with the neighboring Ott oman Empire . Thi s , al ong with a reign
of continuous diplomatic intrigue with Ru ssia , had wor n the aged prince
to a pOint where he hated every one and tr usted nO one.
Th ough he considered mankind his enemy , he sur r ou nd ed himself
with a court of hundreds . Though he hated ever yone , he l oved t o be involved in everything . Like the Gra nd MOllarche of France, Sava wanted
to kn ow everything right down to th e name of the winemaker on the smallest estate . He didn't trust his nobles but he couldn't live without them.
Sava was an intelligent man . Y ou cou ld eve n call him wise. He
compared himself with Socrates and in his later year s, tried t o live like
him, but he didn't kn ow where to begin.
One day, after he had comp l et ed his sixty- sevent h year of existence, he thought to himself:
"Thirty ye ars have I spe nt in developing my own interests. Thirty
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years of robbe ry-that is really what it was-and subjugation of lTIY people. I have founded lTIY kingdom upon lTIY subjects' fear of me, and now
in lTIY old age I have come to fear them and what they would do to me if I
ever fell into their hands. The se young popinjays that strut around lTIY
court-I only tolerate them because they are the only ones that stand
between me and the people. And they are leeches on me, living off lTIY
tables. And yet I cannot do without them. Life has back-fired on me. I
have trained the animals that ace to devour me . I have created my own
he II. •
Sava spent days in contemplation as a true philosopher.
himself orf from hi s co urt.

He shut

He hated every one, but there was no escape.

Two yea rs l ater Sava found a way out-the Socratic method.
cup of hemlock took him one s tep beyond.

A

The cup of death brought Sava to that point where the road of life
ends and where begins that road which every soul must trave I. An ardent
follower of Pythagoras. Sava had always believed in the t ran smigration of
the soul, but he had no concept whatsoever of what it entailed .
Sava knew he was there.

His body was dead, but he was there.

His soul, the real Sava , was set free to follow the road of all souls into
the future to find another body to inhabit .
The soul is a peculiar thing when it is apart from th e body. It is
the personality, the thought , the habits of the person manifested in a
l oose mass lik e that of a vapor.

This vapor or sou l of sava wandered

down the path of sou ls into the future .
Sava had been in a hurry to rid himself of his earthly existence,
and the inertia of his haste propelled him much faster than the other souls
who had undert aken their migration with a bit of reluctance. In his haste,
the soul of Sava passed through the soul of another-one Maximus Nauseus, a Graeco-Roman who had been an attendant of Ner o Claudius Cae sar Drusus Germanicus.
Maximus Nauseus was a buffoon-a professional clown brought

to Rome from Ogygia to entertain the emperor.

After twelve years in the

emperor's service, Maximus deve loped a persecution complex which was

to bring about his death.

Constantly in fear of Nero, Maximus shook in

terror eve ry time he appeared before the emperor. The Great Persecutor
became suspici ous of these actions and suggested that Maximus open his
veins in a hot bath. To Maximus this was a command which had to be

obeyed .
As the soul of Sava passed through the soul of Maximus Nauseus,
thei r personalities were changed . T he sly and crafty slayer of men, Sava,
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retain ed his cunnin g and guile, but lost hi s cruelty and f er ocity along
with his hatred of men.
Howeve r the foo lishne ss and buffoone ry of Maximus took the barbarian element. Maximus was s imilarly chang ed. Th e cl own in him was
lost and the insane fi erceness of sava took its place. But he did retai n
his pe rsecution complex.
This i s what happened on the Road of the Souls-t he souls of
Sava and Maximu s Nauseus , both on the way to enter the body of a new
being, had their per sonalities change d .
Sava continued th rough time and space until he came to that point
10 time wh en he ente red the bein g of Z ag who was des tin ed t o become
Prince of Albania. Maximus Nauseus (a little of the c l own remain ing)
entered the body of an illegitimate Au strian painter named Schickelgruber.
Sava, in the new r ol e of Prince Zag, enjoyed hi s new life as the
crafty practical-joker of the Balkans . Th e wor r ies of hi s former existence gone , he lived life t o th e full es t. When Hi tler r ose t o powe r in Germany and his ar mies goose -stepped thr ough Eur ope , the cu nnin g Z ag was
well pr epared for H itler ' s t roops wh e n th ey came t o Albania. It is this
incident that exemplifies Z ag ' s love f or tric kery.
Z ag had prepared f or the invasion well in advance . He had mad e
preparati ons to remove his wealth fr om hi s Balkan palace as soo n as
word came that the Nazis had entered th e country .
When word came , everything that wasn't nailed down ( as we II as
eve rything that was ) was l oaded on the pack- animals and moved to the
hills. Z ag had the door- kn obs and hinges taken off the doors , the lighting fixtur es removed, the water and gas pipes wer e cut and l oaded on the
animals. He had his imported Orienta l wall-pape r ca refully removed fr om
the walls and the B yz antin e mosaics on his private chambe r s t orn fr om
the floor. He even paused l ong enough t o pull the gold fillings from hi s
hunting dog ' s mouth. The old hound had beco me overly exc ited and died
of a heart-attack.
Z ag's wife had bee n pregnant and her time was comi ng quickly ,
as Nazi infantry moved t oward s the city . Z ag order ed a bath tu b filled
with hot water and mounted between two mules. AS th e train moved fr om
the city t oward s the hi II country , Zag ' s son and heir apparent was born
in a s alvaged bath tub.
Strange things happen on the Way of the Souls. You never can
tell- you may be the res ult of a Lu cr etia Bor gia-Confucius fusion or a
mixture of Ger onimo and Lincoln.
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In Retrospection
- } ohn Cowen

M

other and son walked together among the lanes of the landscaping by
their apartment house. Joking lightheartedly, they entered the new
building and stopped to stamp the snow from their boots. Prau Steinbach
collected the mail and the eve ning paper fr om their box, and then you ng
Gu rault, in the manner of a novice cosmopolitan , grand ly gestured for his
mother to go ahead up the steps . On the thi rd floor, Prau Stei nbach re moved he r gloves and opened the door of their apartment . Han ging up
their coats and removing their boots , they went to change into more com·
fortable garb, Gur ault from his school clothes and his mother from her
conservativ e librarian 's outfit. Later he sat perusing the news while she
made dinner ready. Calling over to him, Prau Steinbach asked if the r e the
was anything of note, to which her son, raking a hand thr ough his uncombed hair, replied:
"Well , for one thing , today is Monday , the eighth of January , 1962;
th e Herr Ulbricht i s still gnashing his teeth at us Berliners , and they
fish ed ou t some drowned one- legged ex -Wehrmacht soldier from the river
this morning , also some old woman gave flowe rs , heaven knows where
she got them , to one of the Ameri cans by the Wall. ·
"What' s in t he mail?"
"The us ual , Aunt Hanna, Prau Hattensc hwiller, and some bills ,
hmmm, but here 's somethi ng, a letter for you and with no return address ,
al so the address is wrong, and has been re-add ressed.·
"It 's probably a Christmas card fr om Herr Forst, yo u know how
abse ntminded he i s ."

"N o, I don't think so , it's not in his Italic style , and I can barely
make out your name , very shaky writing."
Setting th e ove n, Prau Steinbac k wiped her for ehead with the back
of her hand, and dried her palms on her apron.
"Let me see."
"H ere. "
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Gurault r elinquished the comfortable chair to his mother, and went
into the kitchen. Hash and potatoes again! Wasn't his mother's job good
for more, and better food? Well, anyhow , she'd gotten the American cig arettes, Camels; that was one good thing about the Amis, they made good
tobacco, even if it was more expensive. Opening the pack, he fingered
one out and lit it with a Zippo lighter. With it hanging out of the corner
of his mouth, he opened the liquor cabinet and t oo k out a bottle of Bacardi rum and a coke. Having made his Cuba Libre, he held it up to the
afternoon sun, but brought it down to his lips after seeing his expression,
distorted by the curved tumbler, more bloated and unhealthy than before.
The ice cubes tinkled merrily when he lowered the glass, and he decided
to go to his room to meditate ove r the sounds of his Ger manized American
hits. "Charley Braun" was a particular favorite . Gurault had been too
young to remember the Berlin Airlift.
Prau Steinbach muttered , "That address
is where I lived during the war. It doesn't exist any more."
"That's very strange."

December 23, 1961
Dear Anna,
Please forgive me for writing t o you like this, but there are some
things better expressed on paper than in conversati on: also , it is easier.
When the Russians rel eased me last June, 1 determined to look you up ,
which I did, and to meet you, which I did not. You have not cha nged much
in nineteen years, and I have, I'm afraid. Yes, it is I, Klaus , back from
the ghostly shadows of the Eastern Pront. I was so surprised when they
sent for me and some others, and told us that we had served ou r sentences . They had us sign some papers and gave us our old Wehr macht
uniforms . The others who weren't going gave a little party of sorts, and
asked us to take messages to their relatives. At last by t rain and truck
they s hipped us to the border. There, we were met by those whose fa thers and sons had been labeled as missing in action , or those who refused to believe they had been killed. There we re a few happy reunions,
but most just waved old photogr aphs of their loved ones, and cr ied . It
was pretty bad over there, and the r e are still a lot of ruins. I even saw
one gutted building whose wall still proclaimed, with flak i ng paint letter s ,
defiantly, "Wir Kapitulieren Nie". Ironic, that.
Remember way back when we wer e going together ? The days in
school , and the spring aftern oons? How I used to read poems and plays
to you under the blossoming dogwoods? Even how l ance t r ied to t ranslate Zorr illa's Don j uan Tenor io for you? 1 was Quite a sc holar bac k in
those days wasn't I- "Vivat academia , vi vant profesores l" and "Gaud eamus igitur iuvenes dum sumus; post i ucund a m iuvent ut um, pos t mol estam
senectutem nos habebit humus !" T hat is , "Let us r ejoi ce while we ar e
young: for aft er our pleasant youth, after t r oubl esome old age , the eart h

12

will claim us! " Ah , the songs we sang; even in war, I had a fav orite, for
it ex pr essed my l onging for you:
1m Fe ldquarlie r aul iJarl e m St e in
Slreck icb die miide n G lied e r,
Urtd s ende ill die Nac iJt b ine in
Der Lie bs te ll me in e L ied er.
Vie lle ic bt we rd ic b ba ld be i dir Se in, Anne marie ,
Vie l/e ic bt s cbarrl man se b on Morge n e in,
Die ga nze Kompanie . Die ganze Ko mpall ie
That was a l ot bet t er th an the Horst Wesse l Song , I can still see t he
fools marching along, bawling out :

Die Strasse Ire i d e n braun e n Batail/one n !
Die Sl rasse Ire i d e m Sl urmabt e ilrm gs mal1ll !
E s Sc haun a uls lI ak e nkr e uz va l/ Hollmmg sc b oll Mil/ ione n,
De r T ag liir Freih e it lind l iir Br ol briciJt AT/ !
Now, it would seem th at the dawn of th e day of fr eedom and br ead has
bee n brought t o us courtesy of th e Amer icans !
T he mus i c has c hanged , like ever ything el se; why yes t erday , I
heard the Ber liner Schultzpolizei sing A1iirkis ch e He ide over th e radio as
th ough it were meant for some children' s choir-we rea lly baw led it out.
But that was in ' 39 , I liked it muc h bett er with Kant , Schiller, Schope nhauer , Goe th e , Nietzche , Uh l and , and th e oth er s , re member Mann' s Budde l/ brook s? Forb idde n, but enc hanting . What am I doing ? Bac k t o the
subject.
We ll, I co uld n't d o muc h with my re-se ttlement l oan, rooms ar e so
hard t o get , a nd s o expe ns ive . But I managed t o se t up a co t with th e
jan itor in the baseme nt of a hote l here, after I 'd f ound out where you live .
Th ere was good food f rom t he kitche n , a nd i t was war m enough. So I
waited, I d on't kn ow why . I noticed that y ou and the boy went acr oss th e
bri d ge every d ay on your way to work , shopping , or to churc h. That i s
good , going to c hurc h. I n war , one either laughs at , or c ur se s G od , or
becomes a re ligi ous fanati c , mos tly t he f i rst tw o , I' m afr aid . AS for t he
rest, w ho'd had some ed ucati on, the fr ozen Russ ian st eppes , t he hostile
shad ow -la nd of a fear th at goes back t o the Greek ' s Gr eat God Pan engend ered a form of pant heism . This panthei sm was no longer a smug conce pt of nominalism, but reality in its per sonal su spicion. On e might say
t hat th e very force of God lies in the atom . Ever ything is God. Sch i zophr enic mutterings you mi ght say , we ll, pe rhap s, at any rat e, it was one of
th e cults that spran g for t h fr om th e t err or of Ch erkassy , Kur sk, Kh ark ov ,
Minsk, and of course , Sta lingrad.
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Anyway, I'd stand under a tree near the br idge while you and Gurault, I'll have to toughen him up, passed by . Then I 'd go On the brid ge,
and the people would look at me, and I at them . I guess that I was Something to look at, thin clothes; however, the cold doesn't bother me any
more, the crutch , and oh well. I suppose that it's myoid infantry cap
that they judge me by, its inSignia, that is. Most look away as if ashamed;
some spit at the ground under the loosely hanging folds of my greatcoat
where once I had a right leg; and some , only some grasp my hand, leaving a few American dollars in it, then look at me as if to say, "I know
how it was and is, so ldi er." Those dollars floated very nicely on the
water.

. One morning, l ast Thur sday , I went to what they call th e Wall, I
left qUickly though, because some of them wanted me as an exhibit to re-
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mind the fellows over th ere. Remind s me of the invalid parad es of the
cases from the hospital s of those maimed in the Great war, protesting
against the alm os t valuel ess Mark. Th e political situation is very bad,
alm os t just as it was in '39. What scares me i s that the people ignore
the le ssons of hi story , the moral les sons. Of co ur se , th ey may read those
le ssons or have them shouted into their ears, but they retain only a nominalist' s second -hand impressi on , and they remain as smug as ever. The
masses move in herd s thinking almost on ly as th e newspapers , and radi o
and television tell th em to. They go to school s , on l y to soak in facts
like so many sponges , and parr ot them out, remaining as smug as ever.
Each ye ar we kn ow, in some ways,less than the pr ece ding. We get smugger all the time, so full of confidence and Messi ah complexes, that the
forces of destruction and speed called pr ogress ar e tak en for grant ed.
Individuality is disa ppearing . The unique , the gentle, and th e wond ering
go down befor e a race of healthy parr ots , because the unique are not tolerated: th ey must conform t o the acce pted standards of the State , so that
th e Stat e may use th em . Smugness plu s increased power of destru cti on
will equal Golterdamm e run g . Remember Ham burg, July, 1943 ? Apply the
Gommorrah of Hamburg in a th ousand places at once ! Agai n, exc use me
Anna , more schizo ~ paran o ic ramblings .
La st Friday night,You and the boy walked by; I s tepped, or rather
hopped out of the shadows- I'd want ed t o t alk t o yo u, but you shuddered,
and looking away , stepped around me , touching your right hand to yo ur
thr oat, where you r cross is .
Well, I haven't rea lly been able to say what I want to, Lord, I am
not eloquent. I think that I'll try t o see you if you'll have me: I'm at number 4 Treibgutstrasse: please wr ite . There is a terrible thought in my
mind that you did recognize me. I must know. There is nothing more to
write-nineteen years Anna! I'm going to pos t this t onight. The cool air
will be refreshing . If I don't hear fr om you in tw o weeks, I'll go along;
I'm not sure where , anyw here. Sh ould you not write , Pll understand. It's
Quite a sight from the bridge in the evening, pe ople going t o the nightspots , the holiday atmosphere , and the lights, so many lights.
Servus.
Deiner Klaus

Albert opened the door and sniffed the air.
burned up! Mother ,"
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"Mother, the dinner' s

Collegiate, Collegiate,
Yes We

Are Collegiate

-

Like An ony mous

M

en of Ur sinus-have you ever noti ce d th e differ en ce between the
attitud es of fr es hw omen and upperc l asswomen at th e dinn er table ?
Perh aps t his questi on i s unnecess ary , bec ause th e difference i s so apparent--the fr es h women ar e muc h more outg oing. Now and then some th i ng cute will slip by th e upperc lasswomen' s sophi st icat ed she lls- for
example, th ey 'll eat th e ir i ce cr eam all ar ound the s ides , l eav ing a small
piece in th e middl e, or th ey 'll eat fr om th e middle of th e i ce c r eam outwards so t hat only a thin rin g remain s -bu t , by and l arge , it's th e fr es hwomen each ye ar wh o are the mos t attrac tiv e.
Last ye ar my dinn er table had a memorable gr oup. Let me describ e t hem t o you. Ph ys ically, Naomi was the only beautiful girl there.
No one el se th ought she was pretty , but I th ought she was beautiful. She
had l ong black hair reaching dow n t o her shoulder s, and she ke pt suc h
good c are of it that you could see almost every strand on th e t op. She
also was very alert ; and if y ou ever asked her something, she 'd give y ou
a sharp an Swer in t hat bird-like voi ce of her s bef ore you had time to take
a second bre ath. Perhaps s he wa s a bit thin, but that mad e he r even more
delicat e , and more feminine .
Ruth was th e l e ast talkative one at the dinner table . This wasn 't
bec au se she was shy, but becau se she thought that boys would rather do
th e talking; and wh en you talked to her she'd list en with shining eyes
and a blu shing smile . I suspect that she really wasn't so lady-like away

f r om boys . (Once I saw her running across campus in shorts.) But if she
ever put on an act in front of me, it was a charmi ng one.
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And then there was Esther. The first thing you would have noticed about Esther are those physical qualities unmentionable in an Ur sinus publication , so I shall leave them to your imagination. Esther was
also the most uninhibited girl I 've ever met. She'd talk about anything,
even at the dinner table; and you knew that she'd never change . Oh , perhaps with ce rtain people she'd know when to keep her mouth shut; but
with people like me she 'd always be outspoken and honest-and because
she could be that way with me , I could be that way with her without feel ing like a fool.
Of the four, the only gir l I didn't adore was Sarah . I must admit
she was t he most intelligent girl t here , having graduated at the top of her
high sc hool c lass. Sometimes, it seemed that her intelligence made her
superi or to emotion. Everything was done and said in a perfectly logical
manner with j ust the proper amount of interest . The only time you knew
she was a bit nerv ous was when she would put her hand on top of her
head for no reason at all.
There was one major flaw in Sarah's intellectual makeup, though.
She had a black and white conception of right and wrong. Some people
might argue that this is not a flaw; that, to be secure, you need to have
rule s all the time saying , "This is definitelJ' right and this is definitely
wr ong. " Maybe the argument is simply between sec urity and pleasure.
Anyway, all eight of us-the four girls, myself , and the th ree
other men-were gathered at the dinner table when Joe commented on
how pretty Naomi's hairdo was. Her hair was arr anged in a curious pattern thi s time. It l ooked like it was all pu shed to one side , and then
rolled up and c lipped against the back of her head, so that on one s ide
there was a big ball of hair, and on the other side there was a tuck. Personally , I liked it better just hang ing straight down , but Joe said that
t he haird o l ooked pretty this way. And then Dan commented on how much
time it must have taken Naomi to fix her hair. But Naomi chirped, "Oh,
no, it onlJ' takes me a few minutes.· Whereupon I said , "If you think
that's good, you should see David pass the butter. ·
This last stateme nt unexpectedly confused them so I had to explain. "Y ou see ," I explained, "Naomi has a talent for setting her hair
and I j ust wanted to make it known that David has a talent for passing
butter. •
Well, they were all very understanding, and Esther said, " Yes, I
once broke up with a boy I had bee n gOi ng st eady with for four years because he couldn't pass the butter pr operly.· And then Ruth gave me a
wonderful cue line by timidly asking, "Do you boys have any other talents ?"
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"David has perfect etiquette," I said , wrinkling my eyebr ows .
"Dan has some amusing political opini ons; I have some l ogical pOli ti cal
opinions; and Joe has sex appeal. "
"What did you say hi s name was' " Esther asked.
"I ha ve sex appeal too ," I said hastilY, "but it's latent on wee kdays . "
To this last crudity they reacted typically. Joe bur st out laugh ing and cou ldn't wait to tell his girl fri end what I had said; Naomi gave
me a sweet smile and said . "Hov..' expr ess ive "; Dan. stung by my com·
ment on his political opi ni ons , challenged me to define " se x appeal" ;
David was overcome with polite gigg l es; Ruth' s eyes shone and she
blushed modestly ; Esther ' s eyes shone and she immodestly d idn't blush ;
and Sarah put her hand on top of her head and said , " We should all con centrate on gett ing a good college education."
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Saint Zachary
-J.

R. Cam eron

t i s generally recognized, even by t he sem i -literat e autochthones of
l ower Trappe , that th e name of Ur sinus Co llege i s deri ved from t hat of
a distinguished German the ologian named Zac harias Bae r. He Latini zed
his last name becau se he was a conformist and everybody in his day was
Lalinizing his name exce pt a few way-out soul s like Herr SChwartze rd.
wh o put his into Gre ek: Me lancth on.

I

Why the form c hose n was Ursinus and not Ur sus has give n rise to
some c ontr oversy . It has now bee n satisf ac t orily established th at the
determining factor was th e name of the great Italian family o f Or sini,
which st ood in the good graces of the t hrifty Heidelberg schol ar since
they were opposed t o th e Medici, wh ose thr ee-ball heraldi c dev i ce meant
pawn brokers, against wh om Ursinus had a s tr ong ant i pat hy . Th e st ory of
his pawning hi s silk academi c gown and hood , and bei ng gi ve n bac k later
a sordid cott on garment i s still t old in t he bier gar tens of t he Neck ar
vaHey.

Of th e first name , the figur e in Luke ' s gos pel i s , of course , the
pr ogenitor. (Z' 5 mos t fam ous remark, "J ohn i s his name. H i s still t he
mott o of Puert o Ric o.) What i s not generally kn own is the ex i stence of
an inter mediary character, Saint Zachary , He wa s of th e ab ovementioned
Orsini family, a stud ent of considerable ac umen but of retiri ng demeanor,
not pushing himse If into pos iti ons of pr ominence as did others in the University of B ol ogna, but confining hi mse lf t o th e less glamorous und ertakings of note-taking and c opying .
fact his record was so little distingui shed that he was rel eased
from the necessity of further residence at the University by action of the
faculty, and in some discouragement travelled eastward wher e he had the
misfortune to fall into the hands of a band of pirates wh o then fr equented
the shores of Dalmatia above Ragusa, the modern Dubr ovnik.
[n
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A lean period followed but one in which his fortitude had full
scope. His recalcitrance to outside restraint, together with his insistence
that he was descended from the original Zacharias, led only to fur ther
hardship at the hands of his captors. Finally , none the les s, no ransom
being forthcoming, he was freed.
Subsequently his circumstances became so straightened that he
was unable to venture abroad from want of clothes. His procurement of
provender was not aided by his literal adherence to the injunction "make
a joyful noise all your days", for wherever he went, he continually shouted
in a loud but dissonant voice the Golliardic song beginning "Felix Bologna". This won him neither friends nor bread, at least amo ng those
from whom advancement might reasonably be hoped. His demise followed
at the unripe age of twenty-three. So obscure was he, that his name is
not even listed in Hudnut's Prosopographia Bologna • .
His stubborn scorn of the Turks and Albanians and his almost
Republican self reliance led to his canonization. st. Zacharias is the
saint of genteel poverty; his day is the third Wednesday of January. which
by a coincidence is the day of prayer observed immediately before the
mid-year examinations here at College.
The Saint's bearded profile appears on the seal of the College ,
and it is a cause for satisfaction that the proposal is meeting with general acclaim to erect a bronze statue of him in the quadrangle before Paisley Hall with a half-loaf of bread in one hand and in the other a copy of
his unfinished dissertation, "De Fraudis Studentium". The suggestion is
less widely supported that a silver plated medallion with the head of st.
Zachary and , on the reve rse, an empty pu rse with legend "Arbeit ist
Freude" be given the faculty in lieu of salary increments .
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LOST HORIZONS
At break of dawn
Or dusk
Windows s how strange images
(Utopian worlds; perfecti on
In ideals and thoughts),
Clear but for a moment
In dark lifetimes.
For the light that follow s dawn
Reveals the s pecks of dust
Upon the window pane;
The picture dims and fades,
Then recreates itself,
Too late . .•.
No one li stens to an old man's
Chatter at twilight.
-Nikki Newcomb
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RUNE GREEN STONES
( For Betty -Ge ne)
[

Ah , J e an, the night is co ld.
[ think yo u s lee p; and that' s as we ll.
Th e nights, a thousand fo ld,
Have ra s ped against yo ur ruin , J e an .
I[

He r eyes were c old; by God,
A green that never knew a hearth ,
Nor gave a man a nod ,
Nor rai sed its arch for comforting.
We came, all of us that could.
She had no nee d of lovers th e n,
And s ummoned who s he would,
For s he was differe nt, you see .
For al l yo ur wizard ry,
She never quite was there .
He r lips were s orcery
To watch, to watch .
Her
She
He r
And

hair, no, not a wi s p awry;
spoke a me lody •• .
softne ss just a li e ..•
warmth was only coquetry.
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She smiled for us allAnd touc hed, forever, e veryone;
A ph antom He len, se nt
To win a ll hearts, for s he had non e .
III

The s nows of ne w years foll owed,
Seeking candlemas Some love had grow n to scorn
And time, lik e all things, passed .

IV
Changes come bri s kl y, by th e bac k sta ir:
An old man , wizened, dry ,
Who ran the tinke r s tore where
Noone see med to go
(So pal e he look ed, she wondered if
He were alive at all;
Hi s sm il e seemed a hieroglyph
And prese nce bod e no good ).
An d so to vend his ware s he came .
He sm il ed, and knew
Th at s he would never be the sa me.
He s miled and knew .
In s pite of all prese ntme nt,
And eve n if all purgatory
Rose in its rese ntme nt,

On e c an not twi st fate's allegory.
"I se ll", he sa id, "what yo u would buy.
I s ate a ll appetite.
And s ince I se ll all valued things,
What i yo ur heart' s delight?"
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"Th ey say ", s he s aid , "I ha ve no he art ,
I have all e lse , and so.
lf yo u are truly what you s ay
Th at' s wha t you will bes tow.
My lovers ca ll me ri c ki e , ror
Th e lac k or it. Exhau st
Yo ur wares , but get me it.
An d just what is th e c os t?"
"The pri ce ", he s aid , "is onl y
In th e we arin g o r it. That",
He s aid , "i s c hea p, perhaps ; I hav e
No need or ass ignat.
Wh at's d one is don e , to c oin a phrase ,
An d c an not be undone .
Acce pt thi s thin g, I'll go ,
And eac h to hi own beni s on."
He la ugh s ; s he s mil es, and acce pts . ...
No low moan s arose ,
But not bec aus e th e s pec ters s le ptThe c hoi ce was hers ; s he c hos e .
No s ooner had th e heart a ss umed
Its place than it began
To ache and burn
As on ly nems is can.
There daw ned s urpri s e, di s dain,
And rinally, pain.

v
But, J ea n, no night is ever co ld
F or dreamless s leepers , you as we ll:
We hear the tolling c hapel be ll.
And s hiv er wh e n a ta le's retold.

-Peter V ennema
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DRUIDICS
Brand s, human s hroud s,
And the drif ting moon
Through white-cap c loud s
On the night were hewn.
Tall priests on a path ,
With excess age and evil bent,
Followed ways to a dark God's wrath,
To where no light is ever bent:
Great and small, then, by turns
With seve n white clad virgin s,
Pass ing by a brush of fern s ,
They went to whe re all night begin,
To where the frightful owl made nest
Night- creechi ng through the rock,
Whil e wo lves its c raggy sides posse sed
And of God's earth how led moe k.
The n deep within a blasted la ir,
Close ca me the hand s with skin so tight
That bone s were close to bare,
Then Yellowed skin approached the white •.•

And out and cam the thick thick bluid
And out and cam the thin;
And out and cam the good hert 's bluid:
There was nae life left in .
-Peter Venn ema
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LEANTHALAM lON

I

a'ragment
Domna vostra bc uta s
El as be llas fai ssos
El s be ls oi ls amoros
El s gens cors be n tai lI ats
Don s ie u em prese nats
De vos tra amor que rni lia 2
Th e dragon starts to ri se a nd fli c k its tongue
At fl eei ng hind s of goblins of the night;
Th e c ric ket e nd s its aria among
Some warbled c horuses in prai se of light ;
Th e poe t s nuffs his lamp and greets the un ,
Hi s singi ng jus t begun .
Word s , objects, images-fly to hi s aid,
For all you r se lfi s h se lv es must join in one
Be fore Parn assus consumates hi s trade.
Apollo and Adoni s, lend yo ur traits
To influe nce the Fate s
And ma ke hi s mu s ic ple as ing, Lhrough the ye ars.
But s hould it see m that he , the poet, prate s
Then let him s tate hi s own intent : " l gue ss
If it amuses e veryone who hears ,
And s he whom it revere s,
Then that' s the e nd for all my artfu lnes s ."
And Heaven has no need of more s uccess !

~OTES ; "

1

~ De~jc~ced

[0

Miss Lee Ann X ... in ce lebration of a pro-

Jected occaSlOn s imtiar to those of Spence r 's Prothalamion and Epithala-

mion.
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Read as in English .
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The whitest rose, the reddest, and a third
Triumvirate before the louring c loud,
And though they know the s torm had once occurred
They must take is s ue s till, remain unbowed
By what they know the Fates will s till dec ree
With horrid irony .
Our vision tells us Southey c rossed a Saint
By writing poems much too libe rally,
And I, the poet, s uffer Spencer' s taint ;
Before this ancient hi s tory unbe nd s
And ve rbiage desce nd s ,
I'll tell you briefly of my short, ill-got,
Muc h used design; and here the s tory e nds
For those of you who study by synopsis :
Th e white mus t reign, and so th e red, but not
That artle ss is our plot;
Th e final rose is black and comfortl ess
(The Heavens having need of more s uccess ).
CAN TO ONE
Th e windows, pavonine and pure in tint,

Point s le nd er gothic finger s at their Lord ,
And caseme nts auger him in lin es of flin t.
The doors s wing open to a final chord
And from the c hurc h the ce le bra nts emerge,
Again, returning s urge .
Two final forms appear , then pause;
Their eyes in re fl ex scan the s ki es, conv erge .
A pass ing s tranger glances and withdraws .
Th e two s eem froz e n in a fra c tional time ;
Above, the church be ll s chime .
Ins ide, the sexton s nod that all went ri ght
And sobe rl y agree, the servi ce was s ublime;
They all commend, Platonically, he r dress :
The law s of sanctity tran scend the trite
(The brid e was dressed in white).
An angel's pinions pride he r artl essness
That Heaven has no need of more success ••.•
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END OF CANTO ONE
BEGI NN ING OF CANTO THIRTEEN
Some fl oral tributes came -th e f1 e ur de li s3
Was foremost with its delicate white bud ;
And omeone e lse, a fri end it well might be ,
Had se nt a rose, the red of pigeon' s blood; 4
A pass ing s trange r pa used to se nd white heath e r. '
A gard en a ltogethe r,
Th e fl owers graced the bower of the brid e
(A lone s he saw the gifts; no one kn e w whether
That was a tear of joy he wished to hid e) .
But now' s the time that tear s are put away,
(Her wedding is today)
And a ll the guests ex pecti ng me rriment.
So le t us not by moods be led astray
But pattern in our lin es the c hee rfulness
Tha t th rived when all those s weet boq ucts were se nt.
And s ince sweet sta lks are hardly permanent
Then may they increme nt her ha ppin ess
And Hea ven have no need of more d uress .
Some prese nts of more lastin g beauty came :
A painted pardoner abso lvin g s in, 6
Moss -agate c ups, Murano glass, a lam e 7
But va lu ed uni corn of porce la in , 8
A mys tic eme ra ld (which se lf derides·
A s tranger' s love at id es), I 0
And many other worthy wonderous things
T o te mpt the lovely brid e with worldly pride s :
Books tell the fate that courting avarice brings ;
The n too, the proph ets s ay there is no c ure
For wealth and its allure .
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White nightingale, for poets sing again!
What worth are moans and moral s for succour
When note s of se lf a re songs of comel ine ss?
Let gaunt Antigone inte r th e bone !
Let gods s pea k on their ow n!
But, teach the song to know its love Iiness
And Heaven has no need of more s uccess,

- Peter Vennema

Pronounced jlur dub L ee, s ee tide. Also national flower of France.
Pigeo n' s hlood, refers to an obscene but obscure Arabian belief.
" Wbil e heather. has cen a in magickal powers, according to Scottish fable. 6) Pardoner . obso lete offi cer of the church. See Chaucer, Canter bur y Tales. 71 Moss -agate c ups , o bscure Renaissance belief in connec tion with Pope' s drinking vessels. See Fe. Rolfe's History oflhe Borgia,
or Baron Corvo's book o f the same title . 8) For an excellem narrative o f
the unicorn my th, see R. Newcombe's len g thy poem on tha t subject, g) From
the Enc yc lopae dia Brit ann ic a , ed ition of 1911: "Many virtue s were formerly ascr ibed to the emerald. When worn, it .. . drove away evil sp irit s,
and preserved the chastity of the wea rer. . . . In consequence of it s re freshing green color it wa s naturally sa id to be good for the eyesight."
Also, the poet's birthstone , May. 10) Shakespeare? 11) Note to the graduate s tudents and other literalis ts : For tho se of you who have managed to
miss the point, see the Essa y on Ancient Min s trel s pg. 17, in Percy 's
Reliques 0/ Ancie n! English Poe try. Wherein is written the song o f Blondel : Yo ur beauty, lady fa ir, None views without delight; But s till so cold
an ai r No passion ca n exc ite: Ye t this I patient see Wh il e all are s hunn'd
li ke me . It will a lso have been some ai d to have read all of Engli sh lit era ture, and of th is poet 's works .
3)

4)
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T HOUGHTS ON LEA VI G DE RR HALL
F a re we ll to that va s t ion of mediocr ity
That Ha ll of Break fas t -Goe rs
Th e La te -Night Re ve ll ers ' Hom e
T he P a radi s e for th e E x Pr e-Med
De rr Ha ll
Togeth er in th is Dormitor y
In s pIe nd id Come rad e r ie
Th e A.P .O. ' s re treat
To ta lk of outi ngs a nd
Gigg le at 6:45-A .M.
F a re we ll , Derr Ha ll
Re fug e o f th e Ce liba te
A World o f Un re a lity Apa rt
And Ta lk of Wa te r F ights
And Giggl e a t 2:15 -A.M.
Oh, Derr Ha II
Home of the No nc ha la nt Ath le te
Of th e blas e Ph ys Edd e r
Of the Ha ll way Fr is bee Kings
F a rewe ll , De rr Ha ll
Home of the Coo l None ntity
Of t he Sprin g Ca tc h
And the Winter' s illi terat e
And th e Au tumn' s Ho pes
The Water Fight is End e d
The Resound ing of Chri s ' Buc ke t Qui e t s
Fare we ll De rr Ha ll
May y ou Liv e to Eligibility
-Rob ert J. Bro sel ow
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OPUS 36; LITERATURE 3
Pe pys within hi s Diary wrote;
Dryden, Swift from Tori es Quote;
Pope throughout hi s life was sic k;
Addison and Steele were thi c k,
Whigs the party they provid e :
Engli s h lit. for some ha s died.
Milton: man, hi s life ex pl ains;
Donne's conceit : complex in strains;

Jon son 's lines unlike a bove;
Shakespeare's Sonnets: fu II of love;
Chaucer's Tale inc lud es a nun:
Lit. and love from hence, und one .
Gawain and the knight of green;
Beowulf: no rhyme is see n;
Sidney's poe ms give defense;
More : a bette r life inve nts;
Bacon wrote of sc ience new :

Love and lit. from life withdrew.
Choose instead, another way;
Life will liv e another day;
Sights are se t and course is picked;
Ship set s ail , the log is strict;
Daily thoughts, as ke pt by Pe py s :
Written codes my journal keeps .
-II einrich Fritz Le bios
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CHINESE GILL
'Was s ittin' on a window s ill one s unny s ilver noon
and dreamt upon a Chinese gill set on a s hiny poon.
The gi ll, he was from out a fi sh swam-used toin a splooky pool. I sa id what the Hel l
is a gi ll-Chin ese -for on a s poon? The
Opinion Opinion, or Opium Opium .•• . When I
was an cat.er ; oh, but far worse now or

why e lse would be se ttin' on a s ill at noon
watchin ' a gill on a s poon?
-Judy Me

TIMES OF SAN D
[ am an is land, lone and free,
Worn by wave s and pou nding sea.
The earth and s tone of wh ich I stand
Are eterna l 'til the times of sand .
-IV. Merideth Lybarger
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THE EDITOR RECEIVING CONTRIBUTIONS
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COLLEGEVILLE LAUNDRY
Next to the Hockey Field

Shirts .. . A Specialty

PROMPT SERVICE

PROVIDENT TRADESMENS
BANK AND TRUST COMPANY
Member of Federal Reserve SysteD"

and
Federal Deposit Insurance Co.

HUxley 9-7201

Phoenix Steel Corporation
and

Phoenix Bridge Company
Phoenixville, Pennsylvania

FAMOUS RANCH HOUSE RESTAURANT
Mary and Freddy

Route 422 in limerick
Food to go

-
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Dinners

IT'S NEW

SCHULZ BUTTERNUT BREAD
IN THE NEW ULTRA - MODERN PA CK AGE

Your Friendly Boker for 60 Yeors

SCHULZ BAKING CO.
POTTSTOWN. PA .

THE URSINUS COLLEGE ALUMNI ASSOCIATION
takes pleasure
in supporting the literary efforts
of Ursinus students

R. T. Schellhase,
Alumni Secretary

37

SUPERIOR TUBE COMPANY
the BIG NAME
in small tubing
COLLEGEVILLE, PA .

PRINTMASTER PRESS
EVERY JOB, LARGE OR SMALL,
HANDLED WITH

CA RE, ACCURACY

a:

Hilltop 9·1960

PUNCTUALITY

12 N. Manoa Road

(BASEMENT OF ESTE L LE'S KIDDIE SHOP , HAVERTOWN)
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